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| SNOW -BLOSSOMS 

Hast thou entered 
I into the treasures of 
1 the snow? -job 38:22 
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HAT STAR ARE 
YOU FOLLOWING ? 

A CHRISTMAS QUERY 



HE star that appeared 
to the wise mem is an 
inseparable part of the 
whole wonderful story 
of which Bethlehem 
was the setting. Poets 
< K%j><hw>§5| ) have sung of it; writers 
have written of it; art- 
ists have depicted it; scientists have 
wondered at it. We can hardly hope 
to And any new approach to the 
wonder and mystery of that star. 

The star appeared to certain wise 
men. I wonder what they expected 





to find as they followed it from that 
far-off Eastern land? Or was their 
wisdom so profound and of such 
pure vintage that they were able 
to follow untroubled by preconceiv- 
ed ideas? The greater the wisdom, the 
less the disposition to arrive at hasty 
conclusions. The true scientist, for 
instance, is very slow to commit 
himself to a conclusion. His atti- 
tude is rather on these lines: 

"Our present knowledge leads to 
a hypothesis, the conclusion of 
which may be . . ." 

We know nothing of the thoughts 
of the wise men as they journeyed 
away from their own environment 
to another land. But I suggest it 
would be farthest from their expec- 
tations that their journey should 
terminate in a stable, before a 
manger. Judea — yes, for oracles 
had long indicated a great destiny 
for that small land. The lineage of 
David — yes, for so it had been pro- 
phesied and accepted by all pious 
and learned men. But that the life 
of a great man should have such an 
unpropitious , and unusual com- 
mencement could hardly have been 
conceived by the wisest of men. Yet 
the exceeding great joy with which 
tiiey hailed the reappearance of the 
star was unabated when they 
reached the amazing and mysterious 
end of their quest. "They fell down 
and worshipped." They were wise 
men indeed! 

The star, as an emblem of guid- 
ance, is frequently invoked. 
Throughout the ages youth has been 
exhorted to follow its star; some- 
times to "hitch your wagon to a 
star." But to which star? for there 
are stars, and stars. There are so- 
called heavenly bodies that arise 
from the clash of material or earthly 
forces; like the shooting star, or the 
meteor that suddenly appears and 




conceived ideas. Indeed, the more 
that the road differs from what you 
had anticipated, the more unlikely 
it is that the star you follow is of 
earth; the product of your own mind 
or own wishes, your environment 
or your family background. Ambi- 
tion, family tradition, career, finan- 
cial security; these, while human 
and easily understood, are of earth 
and are extremely doubtful and un- 
certain as guides to the Christ. Be 
sure the star you follow is of heaven 
and not of earth. 

Livingstone, Carey, Robert Mof- 
fatt — the star of these pioneer mis- 
sionaries led them in unknown 
paths, giving no hope of earthly ad- 
vantage, family felicity, or any of 
the things for which men strive. 
But it led them into intimate rela- 



By COMMISSIONER CHAS. BAUGH 

Territorial Commander for Canada, Newfoundland and Bermuda 



as suddenly disappears, dissolving 
into vapor, its light extinguished. 
Which star? Men of wisdom and 
discernment should first assure 
themselves that what they behold is 
truly a heavenly body and not 
earthborn. 

Do Not Be Mis-led 

My reader -friend, a star that is 
of heaven will not mislead you. It 
will lead you to Christ. Fear not to 
follow it, however strange the road; 
however at variance with your pre- 
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tionship with Him who said: "Fol- 
low Me, and I will make you fishers 
of men." The star of Luther and 
Wesley and William Booth led them 
just as surely into mysterious paths; 
away from security, popularity, 
wealth and comfort; but by follow- 
ing it, these also have made an im- 
perishable contribution to Christ's 
Kingdom on earth. 

There were others in the neigh- 
borhood of Bethlehem who needed 
no star to guide them. Many there 
(Continued on page 30) 
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"MY PEACE I GIVE UNTO 
YOU . . ." (John 14:15-27) 



PEACE 



O OCCASION unites mankind as completely 
as Christmas. Even Easter is less unanimous. 
Good Friday is a working day in many Chris- 
tian countries. But Christmas Day is the grand 
pause in our programmes for the observing of the Festi- 
val of the Child, the Holy Season of Unselfishness, 
wherever the Name of Jesus is proclaimed. 

There are, of course, variations which add color to 
the scene. Climate, national tradition, temperament 
and resources direct the flow of praise into varying 
channels. 

The soaring Christmas tree, lifting its tapering head 
into the shadows among the Gothic arches of the Eng- 
lish churches, stirs our emotions, but the little tree, 
carried from house to house by the Yuletide singers of 
Switzerland, also warms our hearts. 

The people of the United States fill their cities with 
gaiety, pouring it down their wide, straight streets into 
scintillating streams of multi-colored lights and glisten- 
ing decorations, and the proud housewives of Sweden 
stand their trees in their unshuttered windows. Aus- 
tralia takes her Christmas out to the beaches where the 
breezes temper the heat of the midsummer sun. Alaska, 
rings her lonely bells over the deep, silent snows. 

For many years now Christmas issues of The War 
Cry have presented to their readers pen and camera 
portraits of customs which are interesting because they 
are unfamiliar. The caroler who must needs don great- 
coat and fur-lined hat finds unfailing interest in read- 
ing of the colleague who, instead of the white snows 



on ice-bound hills, has to don the white coat to salute a 
happy morning which drenches him in heat poured 
down from a brassy sky. But in whatever key, the 
theme is the same. 

There is nothing new in nil this, but who wants 
anything new about Christmas? I for one hope to re- 
joice in the familiarity of Christmas, when this year 
my duty will carry me to spend it amongst my friends 
in India. Last year it was London, England — Christ- 
mas in the damp, chill greyness — with the doors of 
Salvation Army Homes opening to admit me to the 
laughter of children to whom much arrears of happi- 
ness were due; to men, women and children celebrating 
within one big "Army" circle of goodwill. 

This year, if God wills, it will be the palm-tree 
and the punkah instead of the holly and the hot-water 
bottle; the sleek, impudent Indian crow for the softly- 
spoken English robin. Music and praise from the open- 
sided pandal for carols in the chilly hall, pinched by 
coal rations! 

But the same dear old Christmas, the same strange 
lifting of the heart, the same spirit of adoration, the 
same Jesus with His unchanging promise: 



PEACE! The word still falls strangely upon our 
hearts, over which the threat of war still runs, like the 
fingers of a cold wind on a sunny lakc/Com. mi page 2Sj 
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THE WORLD'S EIGHTH WONDER: Oilskin-protected visitors enjoy tha unique thrilt of approaching one- of Nature's 
greatest spectacles, Niagara Falls, on the sturdy little whirlpool-defying vessel, "Maid of the Mist" 
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OF LORDS 

AND 

KING 

OF KINGS 

Is the ©ate Who Came to 
Earth As the Servant 
Anil Saviour o£ Mankind 



JESUS of Nazareth, born at 
Bethlehem, was of the direct 
lineage of David, a King 
chosen by God to rule over His 
people. He was the only King whose 
royal blood flowed from the Most 
High, far back in a straight line, 
His ancestry ran to Adam, the first 
son of God. 

Jesus was born, not in a palace, 
but in an empty stall in a Bethle- 
hem stable. He was attended, not by 
physicians to royalty, nor by a royal 
court of ladics-in-waiting, but by 
the angels of God. His first cradle 
was not of fabulous richness, but of 
the straw in a stable manger. This 
royal family supreme was sur- 
rounded by the beasts of the field 
and the horses of the Roman rulers. 
The first to adore Him were rough 
shepherds from the hills. As they 
watched their flocks by night they 
had been told of His birth by the 
angels. 

Then came the flight into Egypt 
to save the young King's life; later 
on, the return to Nazareth and the 
simple home life of preparation and 
study and work, where He grew to 
upright manhood. 

This lowly King boasted not of 
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"BORN IN A MANGER TO SORROW AND SHAME" 



His royalty; nor did His humble 
mother, who, also of the seed of 
David, had been raised from infancy 
a virgin fit to be the handmaiden of 
God in the birth of the King of 
kings. 

Here, then, is true royalty, king- 
ship supreme. Here, too, is the 
lowliness of a royalty that knows 
no shame or deceit; a lowliness of 
love that seeketh not its own; is not 
puffed up. 

To the Poor and Despised 

When this King of kings started 
on His mission to win the people to 
the Kingdom of God, He went first 
to the poor and the despised, the 
"untouchables" of His day; and He 
preached God's love to them and 
healed them and forgave them. He 
even spoke words of mercy to the 
lowest woman of the people, fully 
forgiving her who was about to be 
stoned for her vileness. 

He preached only the Gospel of 
love and redemption, proclaiming 
that all might experience the for- 
giveness of sin and inherit life 
everlasting as the result of His 
coming. 

And yet the religionists of the 
time turned the people against 
Jesus by false witnessing, event- 
ually inciting the rulers to crucify 



this King of kings — like an ordi- 
nary malefactor, between two 
thieves. 

But, unlike all the other kings of 
all history, His kingdom of love did 
not end there. It still lives! His 
reign is from everlasting to ever- 
lasting. 

The world is still being torn 
asunder by self-seekers whose greed 
for power and pelf is accompanied 
by the pushing aside of God's 
people. Over their victims they 
march to conquest. But, like their 
evil ancestry, they will go over the 
abyss into oblivion. 

But what a difference there is in 
the conduct and character of our 
King of kings when compared with 
these weak mortals of worldly 
strength. Our royal King, born 
this day in Bethlehem, is to con- 
quer this sinful world with love — a 
love that still stoops to seek out the 
despised and the wretchedly wick- 
ed. He walks in our ways of life 
only that a lost people might look 
and live. He sees in the worst of 
sinners only a brother to be raised 
to newness of life. 

He walks among the outcast, the 
lepers, the blind, the sick of body 
and soul and lays His healing hand 
on them. He restores hope and cour- 
age to the hopeless, and dispenses 
(Continued on page 30) 
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One of the Army's Most Remarkable Trophies of Grace Now 
Passed to His Eternal Reward 
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AN air of expectancy prevails as 
patients wait in darkened 
rooms with doors ajar for the 
student earollers. The atmosphere 
is charged with repressed emotions 
— homesick patients, homesick stu- 
dents, homesick staff members — 
alike contribute to the silence which 
can be felt. An effort is made to 
comfort and cheer in the power of 
the Christ of Christmas. 



In the golden candlelight we see 
white faces, and here and there a 
gleaming crystal tear, as the song 
rises. We hear the muted tones of 
the organ, the youthful voices, the 
melodious alto and the soprano des- 
cant. We move from station to 
station, the hummed "Silent Night" 



is accompanied by the rustle of 
starched aprons and padded footfalls 
and the flutter of carol sheets. Two 
by two we softly walk up and down 
the corridors. 

There is a scamper across the 
snow to the house next door. Here 
waits a sad audience. Regret is 
written on young faces as we sing. 



We walk to the nurses residence 
and begin a quiet ascent to the 
upper floor where sickness bars our 
entrance. And on the stairway the 
message arises, above isolation, pain, 
loneliness soars the good news of 
Christmas. 

"O ye, beneath life's crushing 

load, 
Whose forms are bending low, 
Who toil along the climbing way 
With painful steps and slow! 
Look now! for glad and golden 

hours 
Come swiftly on the wing; 
Oh, rest beside the weary road 
And hear the angels sing." 

It is midnight! "Merry Christmas 
everyone." 

And so to bed! Soon we shall arise 
betimes to sing, 

"Christians awake, salute the 

happy morn." 
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THE LORD MAKE HIS FACE 

SHINE UPON THEE, AND BE GRACIOUS UNTO THEE: THE LORD LIFT 

UP HIS COUNTENANCE UPON THEE, AND GIVE THEE PEACE" (Num. 6:24-26) 
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English Traditional Carol, 17th Century 
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TO SAVE A POOR SINNER 
LIKE ME 

WHEN Jesus was born in the 
manger, 
The shepherds came thither to 3ee, 
For the angels proclaimed that a Saviour 
was born 
To save a poor sinner like me. 

CHORUS: 

To save a poor sinner, to save a poor 
sinner, 
To save a poor sinner like me; 
For the angels proclaimed that a Saviour 
was born, 
To save a poor sinner like me. 

He was wounded for our transgressions, 

Acquainted with sorrow was He; 
In the garden He prayed, and sweat 
great drops of blood, 
To save a poor sinner like me. 

COMMISSIONER JOHN LAWLEY. 



AMAZING LOVE 

FROM His throne the Prince of Peace 
Came lost sinners to redeem, 
Stoop'd to save a fallen race 

From the guilt and power of sin. 

CHORUS; 

Amazing love! How can it be 
That Thou, my God, shouldst die for 
me7 

Angels wonder to behold 
Jesus clothed in human form, 

Shout aloud in praise to God, 
Haste to bring the news to man. 

Should not we His goodness tell, 
Spread the glorious news abroad; 

Children once of wrath and Hell, 
We are now the sons of God, 

None need perish in their sin, 

Jesus gave His life for all, 
Whosoever will may come- — 

Sinner, now accept His call. 
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*tu Promises 

A Meditation on the Founder s Last Words 



William Booth's one-word motto, cnblecl 

to his officers around t he world a? .1 

Christmas D.iy greeting 

THE finest of our leaders will 
admit that then:' Mas not yet 
arisen in our ranks another 
quite like our f'rand old first 
General, for, although it is now 



are sure— they arc sure — if — if — we 
uniy believe!" 

Tin? Founder did not lift his fin- 
ger £rnm the pulse of our great 
organization until He was almost re- 
luctantly compelled to lay down his 
sword, and his spirit took its flight. 
It seemed as if, wlu-n he knew it to 
be the wish of his Heavenly Father 
that the leadership should pass to 
another, and yet to others, that he 
rested on the nromises of God, not 
only for the Army, but for him- 
self. I have a feeling that those 
last words were addressed as much 
to his own heart as to Salvationists 
around the world: "The promises of 
God are sure." 



THE SECRET OF HIS SUCCESS 
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How liberal are the promises of 
God, and how reliable! To-day men 
make promises and give assurances 
that almost take one's breath away 
by their glibness, and by their evi- 
dent unreliability. A fearful canker 
seems to be eating into domestic, 
commercial, and political life, as 
the result of a lack of righteous- 
ness. One looks back with longing 
on those days when a man's word 
was his bond. Is it not a joy and 
a strength to the follower of God 
to realize that "there hath not 
failed one word of all His good 
promises" ■ — that "the promises of 
God are sure"? 

If you will take the trouble to go 
back over the pages of sacred his- 
tory you will find that God's people 
lived on His promises. Picture 
Abraham, the first of the Hebrews, 
turning over in his hands the sands 
of the desert as he stands outside 
his tent-door, repeating the prom- 
ise, "As the sands of the sea-shore"; 
or gazing up into the starry heavens 
and saying to himself, "As the stars 
of the heavens"! Cannot you seeir 
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-GENERAL BRAMWELL BOOTH 



thirty-six years since lie passed 
away, he "yet speaketh," and 
powerfully. 

Tender and cherished memories 
are recalled of those lust weeks I 
spent by his bedside, attending to 
his needs. While reading to him, or 
combing his beautiful white hair to 
soothe his nerves, or smoothing out 
his pillows, he would make many 
arresting remarks, some uf which 
made a lasting impression upon my 
young mind. It was in such cir- 
cumstances that this famous mes- 
sage was delivered and has since 
been broadcast throughout the 
world: "The promises of God — they 
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Th2 Army Founder's 
spirit, longing to 
help the poor, down- 
cast and needy, was 
ever restless. Even 
on Christmas Day, 
most Joyous event 
of the year for most 
people, he envision- 
ed Joyless little 
ones, the wanderers, 
and the sin-oppj'css- 
ed multitudes of the 
great cities 
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of Christmas 

BY COMMISSIONER EVAN I. SMITH 

Private Secretary to the Army's First Two Generals 



to feel something of the strength of 
the promises? 

It is not difficult to visualize the 
prophets and seers comforting and 
heartening themselves with the 
words which tradition had handed 
down to them from generation to 
generation, or those heard for the 
first time in the quiet solitudes of 
their own meditations, and which 
they, in turn, made into the long 
chain of God's assurances. 

The children of Israel had their 
natural vicissitudes more than most 
nations; they wandered in solitary 
places, had no cities to dwell in, 
were again and again harried by 
their foes, but they always had the 
promises. They were taken cap- 
tive, dragged from their homes, put 
to do the meanest of tasks at which 
their whole soul revolted; but 
wherever we hear of them they 
were an unconquerable race, a 
people that could never be made to 
lose their identity; they strength- 
ened their hearts with the unfailing 
promises. 

Always amid their sorows and 
triumphs, their gains and losses, 
their slaveries and freedoms, they 




lifted up their eyes to the hills 
and pictured the glorious time when 
Immanuel should come. "How 
beautiful," they sang, "are the feet 
of Him that bringeth good tidings, 
that publisheth peace." So strong 
was their belief in the ultimate 
fulfilment of the promises of God 
that they stood fast to them through 
centuries of darkness and opposi- 
tion. 

The grandest and most glorious 
of prophecies were born in the days 
when the national fortunes of the 
children of Israel were at the low- 
est ebb. Jeremiah, when Jerusa- 
lem was to fall before the hordes 
of Babylon, proclaimed a better 
day coming, and stated that God 





A portrait of William 
Booth, never before pub- 
lished in the Canadian 
War Cry. His keen pene- 
trating eyes invariably 
detected sham and pre- 
tence, and his burninn 
heart impelled his brain 
to devise methods of 
bringing the Kingdom of 
God to his fellow-crea- 
tures 
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LEFT: 

The stormy early days 
of the Army developed 
men and women who 
handed down to follow- 
ing generations a great 
and noble heritage 



The Army Mother (Catherine Booth) 



"would yet be worshipped in the 
land," that "nothing was too hard 
for God." Isaiah, with the hosts 
of Syria hammering at the capital 
gates, told the king that "the Lord 
would set up an ensign for the na- 
tions, and assemble the outcasts of 
Israel, and gather together the dis- 
persed of Judah from the four cor- 
ners of the earth." 

He saw the foreign despot cross- 
ing the desert by a prepared high- 
way, upon which hundreds of lives 
may have been wasted — striding 
along it in all his pomp and power, 
and he spoke of a "highway in the 
desert of our God." He spoke of 
"valleys being exalted and of hills 
being made low," of the straighten- 
ing out of the crooked ways of de- 
ceit; he saw it all foretold in the 
promises of God, and he believed 
them to be sure, or passed them on 
— although he himself never saw 
their fulfilment, 

Malachi, that youthful prophet, 
whose cheering strains round off the 
wonderful Old Testament story, 
spoke of "the Sun of righteousness 
Who should arise with healing in 
His wings." He saw the gloom of 
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Army's worid-stirrinn progress bondage passing away ana tne 
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dawning of the morn of freedom. 
I wonder if many people know how 
long it was before the birth of Jesus 
Christ that His coming was fore- 
told? Malachi, the last of the re- 
corded prophets, proclaimed the 
promises of God four hundred 
years before the Star shone over 
Bethlehem! 

The Flame of Revival 

It was as if Wycliffe had pro- 
claimed in the fourteenth century 
that Wesley would arise in the 
eighteenth; as if Latimer, when he 
spoke, as he was dying, of the can- 
dle he and Ridley were lighting, had 
in mind, in the 16th century, the 
flame which would arise in bright- 
ness on Mile End Waste nearly four 
hundred years later. The promises 
of God had become so much a part 
of the warp and woof of the na- 
tional structure that they were as 
real as the facts of their history. 

Then one night the angels sang 
over the plains of Bethlehem; 

"This day hath God fulfilled His 

promised word, 
To you is born a Saviour, 

Christ the Lord." 

PAGE ELEVEN 




OD TOUCHED HI 



A Moving Story Related by an Inmate of an Institution 

At a Salvation Army Christmas Gathering 
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where in the woods, Nature hail 
built up a perfect set-up for chil- 
dren; trees tu climb, iluv.vrs to pick, 
streams t>i lish in, and a glorious 
pi ml to swim in. 

tlnw wo loiu'.ial fur tlu; BiimmtT 
holidays, when tu us the fetters of 
discipline would be shattered ami 
we v.*eiv five to romp and play in 
our woodland paradise. They were 
happy carefree day;;, and the birds 
and rabbits, sciuirrels and other in- 
habitants (if tlu; wuudlaud seemed 
to feel just like us. 

Th<* Creator's Wonderful Ways 

I always think that God had 
picked this glorious setting fur tin; 
remarkable experience I am about 
to relate, the beginning of some- 
thing that compels one to accept the 
Creator's wonderful and mysterious 
ways. Winter and spring had gone, 
not without a few regrets, and the 
.summer had come. No school, no 
overloading with clothes; less repri- 
mands and the daily dips in the old 
swimming-pool were ours. 

During our daily dips our "bunch" 
of boys noticed that they were not 
nlimo. Samo distance from the pool 
n lad, a stranger to us, sat daily 
as if deep in meditation. When ap- 
proached he would retreat. It was 
very evident our company was not 
welcomed, so he: was left alone, and 



We carried on daily with our iianna 
and recreations. 

One day the strange lad (for so 
we thought him) approached the 
edge of the pool and sat down and 
addressed us. There was something 
different about him, and it was not 
until we saw him return to the path 
that we realised he had talked 
about die trees and llowers and the 
fun we were having. 

A Mysterious Visitor 

Next day the young stranger was 
again at the pool, and though we 
stared at him we could discover 
nothing wrong with him, but after 
his talk we boys decided and were 
sure that he diifered in some way 
from us. He tallied just like us, 
seemed to know more than we; yet 
his walk, however, was not as 
steady as ours, and our entreaties 
that he should join us in swimming 
and romping fell on deaf ears. 

After u few days our strange 
visitor failed to appear, and he was 
temporarily forgotten. The holi- 
days were over, and back to school 
we went. During one of the re- 
cesses one of the pupils, Willie by 
name, fell during a football match, 
and fractured his knee. He was 
rushed to hospital, where an emer- 
gency operation was performed. 
Willie, of course, became the object 
of our interest, and we were told 
we could visit him after school. 
During one of these visits we were 
walking down one of the corridors 
of the great hospital, when we saw 
a familiar figure being escorted 
down the hall by a nurse. Although 
his eyes were heavily bandaged 
there was no mistaking his walk; it 
was our strange pool-side visitor, 
whom we had called Tommy. 



Questions were fired right and 
left, and we found out he had un- 
dergone an operation on his eyes, 
and also that he was in the same 
ward as Willie. Tom soon became 
a member of our "gang." 

Then came the surprise. Dr. X — , 
Tom's physician, informed us that 
Torn had been blind from birth! 

Why, we could remember him 
walking up the path from the pool, 
dodging rocks, stumps, bushes! It 
was practically unbelievable to us 
boys, but there it was; one of 
Nature's mysteries. 

The Children's Festival 

We soon found that Tom had 
great faith in God as well as his 
doctor. He prayed continually that 
his operation would be successful, 
and the doctor said if Tom could 
see again it would be because of the 
hand of God. We kept up our 
visits, until the greatest of all chil- 



^ije Btthth Cfcrtet 

IF in the town of Bethlehem 
No Christ-child had been horn, 
If to the earth no Prince of Peace 

Had come on Christmas morn; 
If o'er the hills of Galilee 
No holy feet had t rod- 
No Master with the words all-wise 
To teach the way to God. 



If no Redeemer had been sent — 

No Jesus Christ Divine, 
To pay the price, with His own fife, 

Of all your sin and mine; 
If there had been no Sinless One 

To die on Calvary's tree, 
How sad! How dark! How desolate 

Each human life would be! 




Out our det»r Father up in Heaven, 

With His great heart of love, 
Knew that earth's children needed 
Christ— 

His dear Son from above; 
And so He sent to Bethlehem 

The Saviour to be born — 
The Sinless One — The Son of God — 

The Christ — on Christmas Morn! 

CORA XiAKhiR HILL, 
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clrcn's holidays drew nigh. The 
stores were being decorated, odd 
jobs for Mom and Dad were done 
with more zeal, and toy catalogues 
were scanned nightly. 

The big program at school was 
taking shape, and everyone was 
more friendly than usual. There 
was disappointment that our two 
young chums would not be home, so 
plans had to be arranged for a 



A LAD AND HIS DAD.— A spot to which 
memories of childhood often turn 
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special visit to the hospital. We 
started scraping and saving our 
pennies for gifts. Dr. X — was ap- 
proached as to the most appeasable 
gifts and we were delighted to find 
the doctor quite willing to aid our 
plans. 

Tom wanted a Bible and song 
book, and Willie wanted slippers, 
for by now he was able to sit up 

in a chair. Dr. X thought 

that if we got a Bible for Tom, it 
had better be in Braille (the kind 
that blind people use), but his dad 
and mother thought that since Tom 
had such great faith, it would be 
nice to get him the ordinary kind. 

The doctor had promised us that 
he would take the bandages off 
Tom's eyes on Christmas morning, 
and that we could be present. How 
we longed for him; how excited we 
became at the idea of seeing the 
doctor attending Tom. 

The great day eventually arrived 
and, although we were early at the 
hospital, full of excitement, it 
seemed ages before we were admit- 
ted to the ward where were our 
two chums. 

Dr. X and the nurse were 

there. We were silent and a little 
scared as the bandages were taken 
off. At last they were off. The doc- 
tor bathed Tom's eyes, and lo, and 
behold, he could see! 

The nurse immediately tele- 
phoned for Tom's parents, and tears 
of joy rolled down our cheeks. What 
a wonderful experience, and what 



Agleam with lights, a glow of color, 

the Christmas tree's a symbol of good 

cheer and good will 



a joyful day. Tom raised his tear- 
stained eyes and said, "Truly there 
is a God; He does answer prayer. 
I've prayed constantly for this mir- 
acle," were Tom's first words. 

It is impossible to describe the 
scene. Lumps were in our throats 
and tears stood in our eyes as we 
stood looking at God's answer to a 
boy's prayer. And then came the 
music of a well-known hymn, 
which whenever we hear its strains 
we recall that wonderful scene. 

To-day that boy is a clergyman 
doing a noble work for God and his 
fellows, a living testimony to the 
wonderful work of God. His version 
of the beautiful hymn, "Just as I 
am without one plea," goes like 
this: 

Just as 1 was poor, wretched, 

blind; sight, riches, healing 

of the mind; 
Yea, all I need in Thee to find, 

O Lamb of Cod, I've come. 
Just as I am, Thy love I've 

known, 
Has broken every barrier down; 
Yea 1 am Thine, yea Thine 

alone, 
O Lamb of God, I've come. 
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SAINT WINFRIED, who was, in tho 
eighth century, a missionary to the 
Scandinavians, is credited in an an- 
cient legend with having caused to be 
set up the first home Christmas tree. Ho 
tried to show the people that the Druid 
priests had made them worshippers of 
trees only, and not of a living God; and 
on Christmas Eve he hewed down the 
great oak tree around which they had 
gathered to offer a human sacrifice. As 
it fell a young fir tree seemed to appear 
miraculously beyond it, and Winfried 
said to the people: 

"Here is the living tree, with no stain 
of blood upon it, that shall be tho sign 
of your new worship. See how it points 
to the sky. Call it the tree of the Christ 
Child. Take it up and carry it to the 
chieftain's hall. You shall go no more 
into the shadow of the forest to keep 
your feasts with secret rites of shame. 
You shall keep them at home, with 
laughter and songs and rites of love. 
The thunder oak has fallen, and 1 think 
the day is coming when there shall not 



be a home in all .the land where the 
children are not gathered around the 
green fir tree to rejoice in the birthnight 
of Christ." 
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The Good News 

HARK to the song the angel choir 
sing, 
Christ, Christ is born, this is the 

news they bring. 
See, see! He comes to seek and save 

the lost, 
To save and to redeem the world 
His Blood it cost. 

Great was His love for Adam's 

fallen race, 
Great was His love and wondrous 

was His grace; 
Swift were the wings that brought 

Him from above, 
His eyes were full of pity and His 

heart of love. 

COMMISSIONER JOHN LAFLEY. 
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THE) snow was fallinti swift lv 
in fat feathery flakes, flutter- 
ing down like myriad*: of 
diminutive white butterflies! 
Every bush ami tree was heavy- 
laden; every fence-post adorned 
with a glistening white puffhall, like 
a host of fairy birthday-cakes. 
"Aunt Sally" Enderby, sitting be- 
side the big south window in the 
Brainord's cheery kitchen, sighed 
.softly in sheer ecstasy. 

"It's beautiful; so beautiful it 
seems as though it couldn't be 
real; but it is; and it's me sitting 
here in this big, comfortable chair, 
with a bedroom close at hand that's 
fine enough for a lady, and all the 
good food I can eat, and getting 
paid for eating it, and for living in 
this lovely home. Me, Sally En- 
derby, who grew up on the wrong 
.side "of the tracks, and never knew 



anything better than a dingy little 
back room that was as cheerful as 
a graveyard!'' And again Aunt 
Sally sighed softlv, then whispered, 
"Thank You, Father!" 

* * * 

Robert Strachan Drainerd, pros- 
perous young farmer, had taken 
his bride, Lucy, to the old home- 
stead where she had been a daugh- 
ter, indeed, to his parents who, like 
himself, adored the bonnie young 
city-bred girl. From the night of 
the "box .social," soon after her ar- 
rival some few years previously, 
the new teacher at the little red 
school-house, had stirred the hearts 
of the young men of the farming 
community. Several townsfolk had 
offered her comforts and even lux- 
uries, but she preferred to live in 
the country, making her home with 
a farmer and his wife and family 
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of school-agers, where she — and 
they — felt abundantly satisfied. 

When Bob claimed her heart and 
hand, Lucy Lansdale went to her 
new home with a sense of being 
to the manner born, and undertook 
the multitudinous duties of a farm- 
wife to the satisfaction and delight 
of all concerned. 

Revelling in the beauties of 
nature, she taught her children, as 
they came along, to appreciate and 
enjoy the delights of country life. 
An out-and-out Christian, she had 
entered heartily into the life of the 
church near the local school-house, 
but was also intensely interested in 
the doings of The Salvation Army 
m the nearby town of G., and 
when the home-going of her loved 
parents-in-law left a void in heart 
and home, she fdled it with service 
to underprivileged ones. 

Thus it was that one summer 
found Aunt Sally Enderby installed 
as a guest, enjoying her first respite 
in a life of toil. Aunt Sally had 
pinkest cheeks and twinkling blue 
eyes, and her silver hair was soft 
and wavy, but her back was bent 
and her hands gnarled from over- 
much hard work. 

Bob, Jr., eighteen plus; Dick and 
Doris, the sixteen-year-old twins; 
Lucia, fourteen and a half; and 
Lynn, the thirteen-year-old darling 
of the family, became her devoted 
admirers. 

Thus it was that when — as next 



Snow-bound entrance to the old 
homestead 



the springtide flooded the earth 
with glory, and all nature rejoiced 
— the overwhehiiingly sudden ill — 
Jiess and Home-call of his adored 
wife, left Bob Brainerd and his 
family heart-broken and bereft, he 
recalled Aunt Sally, and was soon 
able to install her in his now lonely 
home. The young folk were able 
to carry on the work of the home 
and farm, but sorely in need of 

(Continued on page 22) 




PAGE FOURTEEN 



THE WAR CRY 



NDI AN . 
Trails In 
North British 
Columbia 



THE Skeena ("River of Clouds") 
flows through alpine regions of 
northern British Columbia which are 
rich in Indian legend and the ro- 
mance of pioneer days. 
Hazelton, at the junction of the 

\ An Indian tepee in a picturesque but 
( lonely spot in the vast North-west 
f regions of Canada 

Skeena and Buckley rivers, marked 
the end of the old Cariboo stage 
route before the Canadian National 
Railway in 1914 was extended to 
Prince Rupert. River boats took 
the passengers down the swiftly- 
flowing Skeena to the coast. Trans- 
portation facilities have been in- 
creased by the opening of the Skeena 
Highway'to Prince Rupert in 1945. 

Known to the Indians as "Kitan- 
maksh" or "the camp where the peo- 
ple fished by torchlight," it marked 
the beginning of the Old Grease 
Trail to the Nass River. Hundreds of 
Indians used this trail before the 
arrival of the white man in making 
their trips to the Nass river in early 
spring to trade with the Nass In- 
dians. The Skeena Indians traded 
with the Nass to obtain the vital fat 
for their diet found in the oulachon 
fish which were only found at 
Greenville on the Nass (thirty miles 
below the present Salvation Army 
Village of Canyon City). 

At a later date this well-travelled 
trail was used by the Overland Te- 
legraph route through which they 
proposed building a telegraph line 




linking the Old and New World by 
way of Alaska and Siberia. The suc- 
cess of the Atlantic cable after 
several failures, halted the work of 
construction at Dawson City in the 
Yukon. The route was a favorite of 
the miners in the' Klondike Gold 
Rush and was known locally as the 
Trail of the '98. Among the many 
thousands who visited Hazelton in 
that historic year was General Evan- 
geline Booth, accompanied by a 
group of Salvation Army officers en 
route to the Klondike. 

Rich in Native Indian Lore 

The district is rich in Indian le- 
gends and history. Near Hazelton is 
reputed to be the site of Temlaham 
or the mountain on which the Indian 
canoe rested when the world was 
destroyed by the flood. From the 
windows of the Glen Vowell Day 
School near Hazelton one can see 
the white peaks of Rocher de Brule 
mountain, known to the Indians as 
Stekyawden or the Painted Goat. 
According to Indian legend this 
mountain covers the site which was 
destroyed because the inhabitants 




were unkind to the mountain goats. 

Another legend explains the vol- 
canic eruption on the Nass and the 
alteration in the course of the river 
as due to the cruelty of the Indians 
of that day in the needless destruc- 
tion of salmon. 

The Bulky Gate has been hewn 
out of rock eight feet thick by the 
force of the river. The canyon of 
Hagwilget is a center of historic in- 
terest. There the Indians imitated 
the white man by building a suspen- 
sion bridge from wire abandoned by 
the Overland Telegraph. Long ago 
the slide of rock at Hagwilget block- 
ed the channel of the Buckley river 
and stopped the salmon in their 
autumn migration. 

The Babines from the North blam- 
ing the people of the Skeena for the 
lack of fish came down on the war- 
path. The few people who were left 
after the massacre fled up the 
Skeena and called their new village 
Kispiox "the town of the people who 
hid." 

Among the jungle of totem poles 
by the river, is shown the skill of 
the old carvers. The records are in 
wood and carved in fifty high cedar 
posts. They tell the stories of canoe 
which bore the Skeena woman after 
she escaped from the Haidas and the 
mosquito which will always annoy a 
flirtatious girl. 

The Indians of ancient days all be- 
lieved in One as the Creator, of all 
things, and this One lived somewhere 
in the sky and rewarded the good 
and punished the wicked. Their con- 
stant search for a higher life is 
shown in the story of Chief Darhur- 
(Continued on page 19) 

The mighty Naas River, Northern British 
Columbia, which flows past "Canyon 
City," where the Army labors among the 
Native Tribes and operates a Day School 
for children. The photograph was taken 
by a Native Indian Salvationist 
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THE motor chip Glemvood 
steamed thnmi.'h the sunlit 
v.iilt.'i':. til" lilt' South Atlantic 
O e e a n homeward hound 
fmm Jamaica to tin? port of St. 
John'.-;. Nfkl.. with a full cargo 
snugly stowed below dock. 

All scorned calm and serene. The 
crew, briefly clatl, lounged around 
the deck enjoyine,' the fine weather. 
In the chart-room the youthful 
captain sat at his desk, his open 
Bible in front of him, meditating 
upon words therein, his mind deep 
in thought and his .sold in sweet 
communion with God, 

Captain Hush was enjoying the 
peace and serenity of the moment, 
but he had proved in many a time 
of stress the truth of the words; he 
had just read: "What can separate 
us from the love of Christ?" As he 
pondered his eye fell upon the 
radio-telephone on his desk, and 
his mind flashed to a comrade Sal- 
vationist-captain of a sister ship 
wlio, according to schedule, should 
be just out of New Orleans south- 
ward bound. 

Sent a Call Into the Ether 

A strong urge came upon him to 
call his friend, Captain Harry, and 
recognizing the urge as the leading 
of the Huly Spirit, lie lifted the re- 
ceiver from its cradle and sent a 
call out into the ether; "Glemvood 
calling Twillingnte." 

In due course contact was made, 




Ready for all weathers 
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An Incident During a 
Trans-ocean Voyage 



and the voice of Captain Harry, in 
the unmistakable accents of a Dane 
who had made his home in New- 
foundland since boyhood, came into 
the quietude of the Glenwood 
chart room. 

Fighting a Great Battle 

To Captain Hugh's "Hello, bro- 
ther, how are things going?" came 
hack a tale of bitter frustration 
and deep discouragement. Things 
had been going wrong, as they 
sometimes do at sea, and Captain 
Harry was fighting a great battle. 

Just then Captain Hugh's eye fell 
upon his open Bible, and he said, 
"Harry, is your Bible near?'' To 
which question reply came: "Yes, 
Hugh, right here on my desk." 
Harry lad, said the other, "Open the 
Book at Romans 8:35; read the 
verse, and let me know what you 
think." 

A brief pause, and then Captain 
Harry's voice came again to the 
waiting listener. "Right-o, Hugh. 
Thank you, and thank God I can 
carry on now." 

After a farewell exchange of 
greetings, the radio contact was 
broken, and replacing the receiver, 
Captain Hugh leaned back on his 
chair and said simply, "Thank You, 
Lord, for helping mo help my com- 
rade." 

A Friendly Eavesdropper 

The ship's commander once again 
sank into a spiritual reverie, his 
heart completely at peace. But not 
for long. His thoughts were inter- 
rupted by the ringing of the tele- 
phone bell. Raising the receiver, 
he was surprised to hear a voice 
with a strong foreign accent, slowly 
speaking with difficulty in English: 

"You will please excuse the intru- 
sion, but I am the captain of a Nor- 
wegian ship, bound for England, 




Ploughing through calm or rough seas 

now in the West Atlantic. I over- 
heard your conversation with your 
friend the captain of the Twillin- 
gate, and as I am a Christian, I 
opened my Bible at the same time 
as did your friend. I, too, read 
Romans 8:35, and received much 
help and blessing. I want to ex- 
press my thanks. May God bless 
you!" 

Once more the contact was 
broken, and Captain Hugh bowed 
his head in a fervent prayer of 
thanksgiving to God. And as he 
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LOVE came down at Christ- 
mas, 
Love all lovely, love divine.; 
Love ivas born at Christmas, 
Star and angels gave the 
sign. 

Worship we the Godhead, 
Love incarnate, love divine; 

Worship we our Jesus: 

But wherewith jor sacred 
sign? 

Love shall he our token, 

Love be yours and loue be 
mine, 
Lore to God and all men, 
Love jor plea and gijt and 
sign. 

Christina Rossetti. 



prayed he was reminded of the 
Psalmist's prophecy thousands of 
years ago: "They that go down to 
the sea in ships; they see the glory 
of the Lord, and , His mighty won- 
ders in the deep," 
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The Earliest Recorded 
Event in the Life of the k, \ 
Saviour, in Which He 
Took an Active Part 



The Boy Christ, with 

Mary and Joseph, in the 

Carpenter's Shop at 

Nazareth 
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IT is both fitting and seasonable 
that at Christmastide we should 
once more recall the earliest 
recorded event in which Jesus 
took an intelligent and active part. 
That event has its setting in the 
Temple at Jerusalem, to which city 
His parents had taken Him at 
twelve years of age. It was their 
custom annually to make this jour- 
ney of eighty miles from Nazareth 
to attend the great Jewish religious 
festival, the Feast of the Passover. 

Can we not imagine the happy 
party of pilgrims from Nazareth 
setting out on their journey on a 
bright spring morning? The fields 
were covered with flowers; the orch- 
ards and gardens were full of fruit 
trees in blossom; and though the 
nights were still cold, through the 
day the air was soft and sweet, and 
not too hot. 

As the little band passed through 
each village, new pilgrims joined 
them, until they grew into a great 



company. They must have been 
several days on the road, but every- 
where the people were very kind to 
travellers goir.g up to the Feast, and 
there was no fear of not finding a 
welcome and a shelter when they 
stopped for the night. 

When the great company of pil- 
grims reached the top of Mount 
Olivet they would catch the first 
sight of the beautiful city of Jeru- 
salem, with its splendid palaces and 
the temple of white marble glisten- 
ing in the sunlight, 

It is recorded in history that over 
two million visitors from many 
countries came to Jerusalem every 
year at this time. After seven 
days' festivities were over on this 
occasion the company of pilgrims, 
among whom were Joseph and Mary 
(the parents of Jesus), moved 
homeward. It was thought that the 
Boy Jesus was with them. To their 
dismay, however, they discovered 
at the end of the first day that Ho 




A model of the 
Temple built by 
King Solomon 
and which at 
the time referred to in the 
accompanying article, was 
still remarkable for its mag- 
nificence and splendor, It 
had both an inner and outer court. 



was missing from the company. 
The search for Him took the 
anxious father and mother back to 
Jerusalem, where they found Him 
in the Temple, the centre of an as- 
tonished congregation, hungering for 
religious knowledge and absorbed in 
listening to the leading religious 
teachers of the day. He was asking 
them questions, they were asking 
Him questions, and both His ques- 
tions and answers amazed the 
hearers. 

To the gentle chiding of His 
mother and her queries regarding 
His action in staying behind and so 
causing them sorrow and anxiety, 
He replied, "How is it that ye sought 
me? Wist ye not that I must be 
about My Father's business?" 

INDIAN TRAILS 

( Continued from page 15) 
chie who engaged in a historic strug- 
gle with a stranger called 
"Strength." To qualify for this test 
the Indian had to fast and abstain 
from all known sins. But through 
the spread of the Gospel message 
over the northern trails the Indian 
now speaks of the past in the words 
of the poem; 

'Those ancient days were great 
old days. 
When haughty chiefs did 
make 
Their feasts and men were 
brave enough 
To die for honor's sake. 
The preacher man, God's man 
'Saplatto 
Did open the Word 
And show to us a better way 
Than we before had heard." 

E.G.B. 
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An actual photograph of the midnight 
siiin, m seen in the Mr north-west, taken 
tiy a S.ilvntion Army officer. One can 
see to rend hy its licjht practically nil 
nigUt long in summer time 



A BRIEF do.-HTipt.Km ,,f the 
personnel of the Klondyke 
party would perhaps be 
thi> best way to begin. The leader 
ot the party was George Dow- 
ell, a remarkable man, a blend 
of Billy Sunday and Sani Jones. 
Some of Ins Bible messages were 
decidedly original; the throngs in 
Dawson City would crowd the 
street to listen to him, and his treat- 
ment ot "Tile Prodigal Son" would 
never be forgotten by anyone that 
heard it. George, however, left us 
in two weeks, and the rest of us 
decided to do our best with what 
talent we possessed. 

Then there was Ensign Frank 
Morris, who came front the Army's 
headquarters in Toronto, He w;is 
musical, a shorthand writer and 
capable accountant, and he turned 
ids hand to the rough work like the 
rest of u.s. We had Fred Bloss with 
us, who came from the Ontario 
field. He played the guitar and 
could sing well. Captain Lecocq 
had spent years on the ocean on a 
liinn-of-war. He was a most in- 
teresting character, and as true as 
steel. Captain Keeney was a car- 
penter, and of groat service to the 
party. Ensign Rebecca Ellery, a 
mother to all the boys, was a loyal, 
true-hearted woman. Her influence 
lives on, though she has gone to 
her eternal rest. Lieutenant Aikens 
was from Toronto. A nurse, she 
found scope for her ability in 
Dawson City. 

As for the writer, then Captain 
J. McGill, he was a farmer and used 
to rough work. He found plenty of 
opportunity to use what knowledge 
and experience he possessed to ad- 



Tlie Klondyke Brigade described in the 
accompany article by Envoy Thomas Mc- 
Gill (second from right, top row). Com- 
missioner Bruno Friedrich (right centre) 
was nlso a member of the intrepid party 
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vantage. At the time of writing he 
was still active. 

The first job the men did was to 
.secure logs for our Army barracks. 
Captains Keeney and Lecocq pro- 
ceeded to hew lumber, as our grand- 
fathers had done; one log plaeetl 
above the other — a tedious process. 
Our first raft of logs passed Dawson 
City. We succeeded on getting it 
tied up two or three miles below 
the city. It was heavy work, but 
finally we landed the logs on the 
ground on which we planned to 
build. These had to be carried by 
muscular effort to the water. Ensign 
Morris' sense of humor often re- 
lieved the tension when we were at 
the point of exhaustion. "I'm just, 
going to burst my boiler," he would 
say. Or "There's no smile on my 
face." And yet he was always 
ready for his share of work. Per- 
haps never again will men be ex- 
pected to go through such experi- 
ences. These comrades of the 
"Blood-and-Fire" spirit were loyal- 
hearted, true and faithful, and they 
saw the job through to the finish. 



We built our barracks with the 
quarters at the rear, then put up a 
second building for a "food and 
shelter" house. A horse and some 
feed were purchased It cost $1,000 
for horses' feed during the winter, 
but we came out on the right side 
with $40 in the bank! 

Too much could not be said con- 
cerning the faithfulness of Captains 
Keeney and Lecocq. The latter has 
now gone to his eternal reward. 
These comrades, after a day in 
forty-below zero weather, went up 
to the island for wood so that tran- 
sients in the shelter would have 
work. The wood then had to be 
delivered to customers in the city. 
It meant hard labor for all; the 
Army officers never flinched. 

I had to leave the open-air meet- 
ing one stormy night to visit some 
one in a hotel, and was standing 
near the door, when my Salvation- 
ist comrades passed — beating the 
drum and singing. A man stand- 
ing near remarked, "Poor fellows! 
but after all, they don't do any 
harm." 




THE WAR CR/ 




By Envoy T. McGill* 

A relief committee was later 
formed by the citizens, as there was 
great need for this work. The 
group was a mixed crowd, and one 
was a Catholic priest. Another was 
an infidel lawyer, another was a 
southern colonel. There was a dozen 
other men, all different, and yet 
harmony prevailed. There was a 
common need. 

Various expedients were suggest- 
ed to raise money. Wrestling and 
boxing matches, or a big dance. The 
majority were against the propos- 
als, however, and we wisely de- 
pended on individual liberality. 
Father Judge, the priest, died in the 
spring and the relief committee re- 
ceived an invitation to attend the 
funeral in a body. 

In April, 1899, Ensign Bloss and 
I received marching orders, and we 
trudged up the Klondyke and Eldo- 
rado creeks on a collecting tour. We 



'EDITORIAL NOTE.— Envoy McGill is 
a surviving member of the intrepid party 
of Salvationists that Journeyed over the 
almost impassible mountain trail to the 
then fabulous Dawson City. Other vet- 
eran officers who later labored at this 
far-off north-west outpost, where, by the 
way, extremely little gold-mining is done 
to-day, include Brigadier and Mrs. Jas. 
Allan, Vancouver, whose wedding ring 
was made of Yukon gold; the late Briga- 
dier W. Cummins (in charge of the 
Army's woodyard at the time), and 
Major W. Kerr, Vancouver, who made 
several annual expeditions to the Yukon 
Territory as a subscribers department 
representative. Mrs. McGill was pro- 
moted to* glory and was laid to rest on 
the last day of 1945, and says the Envoy, 
"I Journey alone, yet my Lord is with 
me. Hallelujahl" 




saw lots of gold-dust, and left some 
of this precious metal for the use 
of the officers carrying on in Daw- 
son City. Great praise is due to 
these pioneers for the faithful work 
done during the years that fol- 
lowed. 

We arrived just as the excitement 
about "Soapy" Smith, a bandit, was 
at its height. Robbery became so 
prevalent that something had to 
be done, and a protest-meeting was 
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called, to be held on the wharf, 
which ran out in deep waters at 
right angles to the shoreline. 

A surveyor named Reid, was on 
guard when "Soapy" Smith started 
to disband the crowd. Reid and 
Smith both fell in the fracas; they 
died and were buried up in the 
Skagway country. I saw these 
words over Mr. Reid's grave: "He 
died for the honor of Skagway." 
Some Christian missionaries had 
commenced work in 
Skagway before we 
got there. They join- 
ed heartily with us 
and came to our early 
»*#?P?'.' s ^i Sunday morning 
P't. I ikl knee-drill. They were 
well blessed, and 
someone said, "Why 
not meet again to- 
morrow morning?" 
Thereupon, we had 
knee - drill every 
morning for six 
weeks. Incidentally, 
in those days every 
morning I was in the 
habit of going up the 
nearby mountain for 
(Co?i. oil page 24) 
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The Canadian North- 
West is not a land of 
snow and icicles (as in- 
dicated by the upper il- 
lustration) all the year 
round, as some are wont 
to imagine. In the sum- 
mer it is a veritable 
paradise of rugged 
beauty (left), and brings 
forth abundant vegeta- 
tion and plant life 



CHRISTMAS NUMBER 
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THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT 

Originated With the Saviour's 
Birth at Bethlehem 

<<1 WILL honor Christmas in my 

■1 heart, and try to keep it ail 
the; year. I will live in the Past, 
Present, and the Future. The 
Spirits of all Three shall .strive 
within me. 1 will not shut out the 
lessons that they teach." 

Those who have been fortunate 
enough to make their first acquaint- 
ance with "A Christmas Carol," anil 
those who are wise enough to be 
renewing their knowledge of it, 
look at Christmas through the eyes 
of one who penetrated deeply 
into its meaning. Dickens know 
that the .secret of the joy of 
Christmas lay in its power of 
reconciliation. That was the ex- 
perience which came to Scrooge 
and made u new man of him; 
.surpassing his reconciliation with 
casual people and with his re- 
latives was his ii.,'w-foiind sense 
of unity with Christina:; itself. So 
Scrooge came to himself, and 
passed from a deadly self-centred- 
ness to a life that reached its true 
self-expression in the best that he 
could do and bo for others. 

Kindness, generosity, sympathy — 
it is qualities such as these which 
show at Christmas time that the 
spirit of the Coed Samaritan is the 
spirit of man at his happiest and 
most human. And as they live in 
its power men become the imita- 
tors, even though unconsciously, of 
Him who spoke the parable. 

The spirit of Christmas can be 
ours because it is given to us by 
God. Those feelings which we 
rightly cherish as "seasonable" are 
the fruit of Bethlehem. And they 
will not vanish with the passing of 
the season if we remember the 
truth of the doctrine of the birth 
of Christ within the soul. Lot us 
remember that Bethlehem as well 
as Calvary proclaim that Jesus is 
the Saviour in whom we have the 
forgiveness of our sins. 



heart-halm, and this, from the 

depths of experience, and a tender 

heart. Aunt Sally amply supplied! 

* * * 

'Twas the night of Christmas 
Eve. Out of doors all was vivid 
beauty, overhead the indigo and 
silver lirtnanienl: underfoot, crun- 
ehy whitness; the air as sweet and 
crisp as a winesap apple. 

From the nearby town happy, 
last-minute shoppers were scurry- 
ing home in cars and sleighs and 
an occasional cutter, with fur robes 
piled high, and bells a-jingle. In 
the Brainerds' farmhouse all was 
brightness and cheer. A huge tree 
glowed and glittered, asparklc with 
tinsel and trappings and gay-hued 
lights, tissued - and - be - ribboned 
boxes and bundles piled beneath its 
branches. Christmassy odors of 
sage and savory, sugar and spice, 
blended with the woodsy tang of 
spruce boughs and the fragrance of 
burning apple-wood. Bob, Jr., 
Daisy and Dick, Lucia and Lynn 
were abed that they might be early 
astir. Aunt Sally was sitting by the 
open fireplace going over in her 
heart all the blessings of the past 



rear when Bob Brainercl came in, 
red-cheeked and glowing. "Aunt 
Sally, I've the grandest news for 
you. I followed the Army band to 
the hall after the serenading and 
made a thorough job of it, kneel- 
ing — with the Major and the band- 
lads and lassies around me — at the 
Penitent-Form. 

And I was penitent, auntie. You 
know, deep down in my heart 
there's been a bitterness ever since 
my lovely Lucy left me, but to- 
night I felt she'd be ashamed of 
me did she know. Now, all that 
is changed! How can we celebrate, 
Aunt Sally?" 

"Well! there's lots we can do, 
later; but right now I feel like 
singing." And their voices arose, 
a-brim with joy and gladness: 

"Praise the Lord! . . . let the 

people rejoice! 
Oh, come to the Father through 

Jesus the Son; 
A?id give Him the glory! great 

things He hath done!" 
"Aunt Sally! this will be the fin- 
est Christmas that this house and 
family has ever known." 
And it tons. 



"*■:*■■ The Heavenly Gleam ^^&&&r- 



HIGH in the heavens a single star 
Of [jure, imperishable light; 
Out on the desert strange and far 

Dim riders riding through the night: 
Above a hilltop sudden song 

Like silver trumpets down the sky — 
And all to welcome One so young 
He scarce could lift ,1 cry! 



Stars rise and set, that star shines on: 

Songs fail, but still that music beats 
Through all the ages come and gone, 

In lane and field and city streets. 
And we who catch the Christmas gleam, 

Watching with children on the hill, 
We know, we know it is no dream — 

He stands among us still. 

Nancy Byrd Turner. 
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The Royal Child 



Have You Room for Him in 
Your Heart? 



LONG years ago the wandering 
shepherds in far away Bethle- 
hem saw the first Christmas 
night. Into the stillness of the 
Syrian mountain pastures, broken 
only by the bleating of the sheep, 
burst the song of the Angelic host: 

"Glory to God in the highest, 
and on earth peace, goodwill 
to men." 

This message of peace and good- 
will was given to an occupied 
country suffering under the oppres- 
sion of a dictator. Herod's power 
was so absolute that he was not 
afraid to order the murder of in- 
nocent children. 

Nor was the royal Child born 
in a peaceful home. The housing 
shortage had forced his parents to 
find shelter amongst the cattle in 
a stable. In such surroundings the 



"Tlie holly and the mistletoe, 
The fragrant Christmas tree!" 



Prince of Peace began his early 
life. 

Born in an Obscure Village 

To few children have less ad- 
vantages been given. His mother 
was left a widow with a small fam- 
ily to feed and clothe, in an obscure 
and isolated village. For many years, 
no doubt, He earned His living as a 
carpenter. He never knew the life 
of a big city or travelled more than 
200 miles from home. 

For a very brief time He was 
popular, and all men sought Him. 
Finally one of His friends betrayed 
Him and the rest ran away. In 
death He used a borrowed grave. 
His only property was a coat for 
which His executioners gambled. 
To mankind, He willed His peace 
in a parting message of love. 

Dimmed the Bright Syrian Stars 

Two thousand years ago, the Light 
which dimmed the bright Syrian 
stars, gave a thrill of glory to a 
worn and weary world. To-day, its 
rays shine alike over brave men in 
the thick of battle, and over the lit- 





THE LURE OF HOME 



YES, home again! 'Tis Christmas 
time, 
The home-call will not down! 
Though snows be deep, the tryst 
we'll keep 
In yonder Old Home Town. 

But dearer jar than what was there 



Were those who made it dear — 
The circle sweet that made complete 
The hallowed Christmas cheer! 

Ah, memory, astir again, 
Paints pictures fair to see — 

The holly and the mistletoe, 
The fragrant Christmas tree! 

William M. Runyan. 



tie children in happy homes of our 
land. To all it brings the hope of a 
better world. 

Once again it is Christmas time. 
Has the Christ-Child found any 
room in our lives? Or are they like 
the inn at Bethlehem? Have wc 
crowded them full with selfishness, 
pleasure and with jealousy? He is 
waiting to clear away the sin in 
our hearts and to fill our lives with 
light and love. Christ offers to us 



a share in building a new order 
of peace and goodwill to all man- 
kind. 

Born Thy people to deliver: 
Born a child and yet a King: 

Born to reign in us forever: 
Now Thy gracious kingdom 
bring. 




THE SLEIGH RIDE 



CHRISTMAS NUMBER 



H-A-R-M-O-N-Y 

IN HEART AND HOME 

IF there is righteousness in the 
heart, there will be beauty in the 
character. If there is beauty in the 
character, there will be harmony in 
the home. 

If there is harmony in the home, 
there will be order in the nation. 
If there is order in the nation, there 
will be peace in the world. 
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THE LEGEND OF THE POINSETTIA 

A Slory of the Scarlet Flower 

IX Mi-\ic<i, one Christinas Day many 
year;; ago. littli' Unsita was i.in her 
way to church fur tin..- service to 
honor the Christ-child. Other buys 
and t'irls of the town walked along 
witli nimble step; and smiling face:-, 
hut Ro>ita was sail; she could hardly 
drag her feet along, for she had no 
gift tii lav down at the foot of the 
altar for the Christ Child. 

Suddenly she remembered that 
.-•he had not prayed to God for help 

■5 Qi' l <-' Vow Bat | 
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in her trouble. So she knolt down on 
tlU: euld ground, closed hi. 1 !' eyes and 
ottered her prayer. Hardly had she 
finished and opened her eyes when 
(here seemed to he before her a 
beautiful plant springing from the 
ground with bright red leaves. 

Kosita's prayer had been heard — 
here was tier gift. She quickly gath- 
ered tile flame-tioloi-ed flowers, and 
with a li^ht heart she hurried into 
the cliuivli and placed them as her 
gift to the Christ-child, at the foot of 
the altar. 

It was the poinsetlia, the "Flower 
of the Holv Night." 
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an hour for prayer before knee-drill 
be^an in the Army hall. 

Toward the end of August I jour- 
neyed to Victoria, B.C., to meet Ad- 
jutant Laura Aihonhoad. who was' 
to join me in perpetual comrade- 
ship. Married, we returned to 
Skagway to find the people recover- 
ing from the effects of an earth- 
quake. Ktisign Rloss had prayed in 
our open-air meeting. '"Lord, shake 
this place," meaning, of course, in 
a spiritual sense, but the answer 
came in a literal way, and the peo- 
ple were inclined toward a serious 
mood for at least a few days. 

Shortly afterwards, Ensign Bloss 
received his farewell orders for 
Spokane, Washington. My wife had 
been visiting the Indians camped 
along the shore, and one of them 
who could speak English, said with 
tears, his voice trembling with emo- 
tion, "No one cares for us." We 
then and there decided to see what 
we could do for these native people, 
and God wonderfully blessed our 
efforts. A revival ensued, one of 
the results being the famous Jim 
Hanson case, declared by the 
United States Attorney-General (at 
that time) to be "the most remark- 
able cast? in all the annals of Ameri- 
can jurisprudence." Jim Hanson's 
stirring experiences, it may be re- 
membered, were published in serial 
story form in The War Cry a few 
years ago. 

Eventually our own farewell 
orders came. To show how God 
cares for everything that concerns 
the welfare of His children: we had 
no money for our fares to Nelson, 
B.C., to which place we were ap- 



pointed, but immediately a messen- 
ger from the court arrived to say 
that they "wanted Adjutant McGill 
at the office." The chief officer said, 
"Adjutant McGill, you have been 
of great service to us during the 
trial, and we have decided to give 
you witness fees for the entire 
length of the Hanson trial." The 
court then gave mc a cheque for 
fifty-five dollars. 

My wife that clay cried for joy 
at the goodness of God in thus 
meeting our temporal needs. All 
along tlie way we proved the faith- 
fulness of the Heavenly Father, and 
thereafter we were encouraged to 
go forward in faith knowing that 
He would not fail us. 



9 Greeting 

A HAPPY Christmas, a bright 
New Yenr, 
Is the wish we send to-day, 
God's help to strengthen, His light 
to cheer, 
And His love to guide your way; 

A thankful heart for the days gone 
by, 
More faith for the days to be, 
To face the strife, though you 
know not why, 
To trust, though you cannot see; 

A life to be spent for lives around, 
A love which is strong and true, 

Through the Christmas Joy which 
you have found, 
And the love which came to you. 



r 



Set ,-irnkl the rugged and nwe. 
inspiring scenery of the mountains 
is this monument commemoration 
tile trek of thousands of nold- 
seekera through the hazardous 
White Horse Pass to the Yukon in 
1E6.B. Erected by Alaska -Yukon 
pioneers and women of the North. 
West, tlie monument with its in- 
scription sneaks also of the 3,000 
horses and mules that laid clown 
their lives transporting men and 
equipment to the gold area 
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ANDLE LIGHT 



IN this Electric Age, when elec- 
tricity is the universal means of 
illumination in all modern cities, 
we are apt to despise the candle and 
to forget the important part it has 
played in the history of mankind. 
We are apt to forget what a dark 
world this was, even up to the nine- 
teenth century, when people grop- 
ed their way about city streets 
feebly lit with glimmering gas 
lamps. But gas lighting must have 
seemed to those people like day- 
light compared with the nights 
when there was no outside illumin- 
ation other than the torch or lan- 
tern and the fitful glimpses of the 
moon. 



Indoors, of course, they had oil 
lamps, around which they ate their 
evening meals and did their nightly 
reading and writing. But during the 
oil-lamp period the candle was in- 
dispensible for hunting in dark 
corners and lighting one to bed. I 
read most of Dickens and others of 
the classics by candle-light, and 
burned the midnight grease in my 
little room, struggling with the ele- 
ments of literary composition. In 
those nights the candle seemed to 
be a living thing, a genial compan- 



ion, and its little circle of light was 
an aid to concentration. One could 
gaze into its soft flame and see 
visions. 

All this came back to me the other 
evening during a temporary electric 
blackout when we had to resort to 
candles. In an instant we had re- 
turned to the Candle Age, and while 
others were peevishly wondering 
what was the matter ov were grop- 
ing in the basement vainly trying 
to restore the lost age of electric 
lighting, I sat contentedly at my 
desk gazing into the gentle flame of 
my old friend, and this is what I 
saw. 

Like a lone star amid the black of 
night, 

My candle casts a ring of lambent 
light; 

And in its mystic circle dreams arise, 

Forgotten dreams and childhood mem- 
ories: 

Faces and scenes of long, long years 
ago, 

Are conjured up beneath the candle 
glow. 

Backward my dreaming goes three 

hundred years, 
And in my mind a vision dim appears 





Of Shakespeare sitting in a narrow 
room, 

Writing his plays, alone amid the 
gloom: 

Faces and scenes, that live in death- 
less fame, 

He conjures up beneath the candle 
flame. 

Here Doctor Johnson sits in solitude, 
And there is Blake in rapt ecstatic 

mood; 
Yonder is Goldsmith, writing tales 

for bread, 
And there's De Quince'y, sitting up in 

bed; 
Each working magic, 'mid the. black 
'■■- " .^ of night, 

In the charmed circle of the candle 

light. 

Yes, literature owes more immor- 
tal works of imagination to the 
candle than will ever be produced 
under the hard glare of the electric 
bulb. I must get me an old candle- 
stick. 
Lewis Milligan in the British Weekly 



♦♦ 
♦♦ 



♦ ♦ 



Love of God, enfold me, 
Wisdom of God, direct me. 
Power of God, protect me, 
Patience of God, bear with me, 
Compassion of God, comfort me, 
Desire of God, inspire me. 
Peace of God, possess me. 
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€[..D Widow Graham Closed 
tin 1 storm iliuir with a sigh, 
the mailman's cheery "Mer- 
ry Christmas" ringim; in her 
ear.-: "I'm afraid my merry Christ- 
mas t'.s an: things of the past," 
thuiudi" the frail old creature, as 
she returned to her rocking-chair 
by th(.' stove, the only warm place 
in tin? little frame house. Not oven 
a Christmas card relieved the 
bleakness of the festive season; all 
the postman broutjlit her were bills; 
she could tell what the window- 
envelopes etmtained without open- 
ing! them. 

Again she took up her knitting — 
her sole pastime and, apart from 
her well-worn Bible, her sole com- 
fort. "Since Hiram died life hasn't 
been too rosy for me," she said, with 
a sad smile*. "Still. I mustn't get mel- 
ancholy; it doesn't pay! God has 
been very good to me." But she 
could nut prevent that tiny tear 
stealing slowly down the wrinkled 
cheek as her needles clicked and 
she thought of the time when Hiram 
was hale and hearty, and could go 
out and cut a spruce tree for the 
nook in the dining-room, and when 
the shouts of children rang in her 
ears. Now she was left all alone — 
"alone, yet not alone," she bravely 
murmured. 

Despite her pretence of cheerful- 
ness, that twenty-fourth of Decem- 
ber was a sad day, but she got 
through it somehow, determined not 
to give way to a feeling of depres- 
sion; determined to remind herself 
constantly of the Heavenly Father's 
great goodness. 



THE ARMY CAPTAIN'S CHRISTMAS 
NOTICE . . . 

And its Effect on Lonely Souls 

At five she heard the muffled 
footsteps of the paper-boy on the 
snow -covered front steps and. when 
lie had sane, she retrieved the "Ex- 
positor" and put it on the arm-chair 
to read after her frugal supper. 

At last the cup and saucer and 
plate were washed and put away, 
the bread and butter stowed care- 
fullv m the cupboard, and Widow 
Graham, with a sigh, sank into the 
old chair she had grown to love, 
took out her spectacles and opened 
the uapor. The usual story: an- 
other terrible fire in which three 
children had been lost, the parents 
out to a party, unable to rescue those 
nreeious souls entrusted to their 




By 

Mojo* JlenM&d Wood 

care. "Poor darlings," murmured 
the widow, "I must remember to 
write ti few lines of sympathy to 
the dear mother." She found great 
joy in this little service to the sor- 
rowing. 

Pages devoted to accounts of 
Christmas parties, mostly put on by 
service clubs; one by the Salvation 
Army at the Aged Folks Home and 
another at the Reformatory. "God 
bless them!" said Widow Graham, 
approvingly, "They do a good work. 
Why, what's this?" Her eyes had 
caught sight of a small notice in 
the corner of the page, and they 
opened wide as she read it. "Well," 
she gasped, "that's what I call real 
practical; real Christ-like!" 

The notice read: Are you lonely 
this Christmas time? Perhaps be- 
reavement or separation have left 
you all on your own. The Salva- 
tion Army wants to help you enjoy 
the happiest Day of the whole year. 




Call tip the officer and he and his 
wife will be glad to entertain you for 
the day. Don't be shy! We really 
mean it! 

The widow's eyes were bright 
with tears when she had finished 
reading the unusual announcement, 
and at first she did not think of 
herself; she seldom did. "I hope 
lots of lonely folk see that notice," 
she murmured, "it'll be a blessing to 
many, I'm sure." Then her eyes 
opened widely again as a daring 
thought struck her. Why not avail 
herself of the invitation? A faint 
flush crept into the cheek at the 
thought of her effrontery. "Still, I 
guess I'm a candidate," she smiled, 
"if ever there was one. But I 
wouldn't like to think I was doing 
anyone else out of the pleasure. I'll 
tell the Captain that when I ring 
up." 

She was pleasantly excited when 
she took the receiver off her wall- 
phone, and asked the girl for the 
number given in the ad. A cheery 
voice answered hers — a woman's 
voice, she was glad to realize. At 
first she could hardly speak; it was 
all so novel and stimulating, but 
at last her quavering voice made 
itself heard. 

"Why yes! You come right along! 
Never mind how many there are— 
you happen to be the first — we'll 
make room for all! God bless you!" 

Old John Hadden saw the notice, 
too, and his lonely old heart gave 
its first bound in years. He lived 
in the back room on the third floor 
of a boarding-house, and his friends 
were few and far between; his inter- 
ests sadly limited. To church on 
Sundays; to the library on week- 
days; to the lodge-room once a 
month— apart from that, he simply 
existed. Since his bonnie Jean had 
ailed and passed from his life, he 
had lost the main incentive to live. 

Another was Miss Sadie Colton, 
who lived with a family in another 
part of the town. She had looked 
forward to taking part in the fes- 
tivities of the Robinsons, but it came 
as a blow to her when they an- 
(Continued on page 3Q) 

An aged guest at an Army Eventide 

Home is assisted in the cutting of a 

birthday cake 
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BERMUDA, part of the Canadian Territory fop Salvation Army administrative purposes, revels in sub-tropical sunshine 
when its northern associate registers below-zero temperatures. Scenes shown above are Df Hamilton, capital city. Bermuda has 

365 islands — one for each day of the year 
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-, long have we been in the hands of violence, that peace 
Mine te mean, for most of us, merely the absence of armed 
t n.v; lost the deeper, more personal, connotation of light- 
eoi-'.f'r: is. equity, tn:e contentment. This fugitive word among the 
nations has come to mean a panne between battles, a temporary 
political nLeomniudation. 

We must needs correct our vision in order that we may see peace 
as tho presence of a power, balancing and integrating the whole of 
human life, and not merely the absence of interference, uninterrupted 
opportunity for business and pleasure, time for the common pursuits 
of common man, without their being hailed forth t die for this 
01' that cause or nation. 

Jesus transformed many words, giving them new meaning. 
When He said "love," or "women," or "children," or "father," or 
"brethren." or "neighbor," or "fisher," or "shepherd," He meant 
something deeper in the experience of men and closer to the heart of 
Cod than any other. When He promises Peace, He offers something 
very different from that which our own debased word-currency 
would suggest. He supplies an answer which we have lost. 

Martin Luther said of this passage in John 14: "These are the 
parting words of One who is about to bid farewell to His friends 
and give them His good-night and His blessing." Surely more even 
than that! Is He not giving them the key to successful living? 

When Ho made 'the promise He had no earthly treasure to be- 
queath. All His possessions lay at the foot of His Cross. His life 
had not been filled with easy, unchallenged experiences which men 
nsscciate with "Peace." The thirty years of preparation for three 
years of crowded ministry was crowned with as much turmoil as 
ever fell to the lot of men. And now, within the shadows of in- 
comprehensible tragedy. He proposes to share with His followers the 
gift of peace, the precious boon which men have been seeking ever 
since our inner disquiet began. 



What are the springs of this serenity He promises? How can 
He, who called His disciples "sheep in the midst of wolves," who 
promised them the sword and the spear, the lash and the cross, speak 
as He does? 

It is because His peace is conditional. He points to the secret 
as "Master Physician." It is a threefold formula which never fails. 

Self-government means bankruptcy. We are the crowning of 
His creation and cannot separate ourselves from Him. The aero- 
plane cannot cry its independence of all other means of transporta- 
tion, declaring that a taste of perfection has been reached . which 
makes redundant all other connection with the past. For the basic 
laws of the world's wheels hold good, whether they are followed in 
the "Mainliner" speeding at 300 miles per hour toward Christmas in 
New York, or in the bullock bandy creaking at three miles per 
hour toward the carol-singing in an Indian village. Motion and 
inertia, ballistics, aeronautics, levers and fulcrums, torque and mag- 
netic fields, ore the same in the universe, wherever approached. 

There is a law for man as well as his machines. It is the will 
of God. "Take My yoke upon you," said Jesus, the Hevealer of 
Divine law and nature, "and learn of Me." Accept the discipline 
and purposes of God and you shall find rest for your soul. 

We trust the ship designer, builder and master with our letters 
and our loved ones. We trust the grower of our sustenance for next 
year's food. We trust, we must trust, hundreds of men and women 
we shall never see, to play their part in the life we share. Bread 
is baked and delivered; water runs pure in the tap; traffic lights 
change, newspapers arrive, 'phones ring, light comes at the touch of 
a switch— all on trust. Jesus offers peace if we trust God to be 
aware of us and to aid us, When, (Continued on page 2ii) 
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STAR, The SONG and The SAVIOUR 

A Seasonable Message fromThe Chief Secretary r , ^. r ,.^,„.,^^,„ 



THE world has not yet recovered 
from the war years, and we are 
still reeling from blows, ruin, 
devastation, and cities once beautiful 
and sacred laid low; to say nothing 
of blasted, destroyed lives. 

As we turn again to the Christ- 
mas Message, it almost seems like 
mockery to speak of peace; and yet 
the message of Christmas is still 
"On earth peace, good will to all 
men." 

Now there are three words in 
the Christmas Story that intrigue 
me. They all begin with the letter 
"S": 

!:i:. The "Wise Men re- 

joiced when they saw the Star that 
led them eventually to the manger 
at Bethlehem. Its light warmed 
their hearts and filled them with 
hope. It meant guidance and direc- 
tion; it assured them an ultimate 
goal of ">afety. Without the Star 
they would have been hopelessly 
lost. 



May it not be so to-day? Nations 
and individuals dwelling m a ma/.:.' 
of confusion, have lost all sense of 
direction; and yet all may find t\vj 
answer to their problems and do- 
feats by following the Star. It b 
the great Beacon Light beekonin; 1 , 
men everywhere to follow the 
gleam that means hope and deliver- 
ance, joy and safety. The Star of 
Bethlehem leads to the Christ of 
Christmas! 

i ! . . Again we lieiir above 

the noise of the world and the con- 
fusion of the street the sweet 
music of heaven. The sweet song 
of the angel choir rings out, "Fear 
not, I bring you glad tidings of great 
joy." Fear and despair have grip- 
ped the world, but never was such 
a message needed as today. It 
never was so welcome as now. For 
many people life has no music, no 
sweet sound. It has departed; 
there is sadness and sorrow. And 
yet the angel's song rises again, 



(Continued from page 28) 



at the end of our resources, anxiety sets 
in, we are never without help if our lives 
are linked to the infinite power and 
v/isdom and grace of God. 

The Teacher is also the supreme ex- 
ample. He does not point to an ideal. 
He is the Ideal, the one Example of a 



This redeemed and holy life in Christ 
is something more than mere rectitude 
Dr goodwill. It is positive, energetic 
adventure, masterful with a power de- 
rived from God and centred in Him. It 
is a life of true peace. 



'I give it to you," said Jesus. 



His 




life which never lost poise, the one Man 
whose heart held no contradictions. 

When our powers are harmonized and 
balanced by being fully given over to 
His will, many activities may be ours, 
but there is no inner conflict. True 
centre has been found. The goal has 
been set. The course is seen and the 
race run with Joy. 




mission was fulfilled. Bethlehem's 
meaning was about to be fulfilled in Cal- 
vary and in the victory of the emptied 
Tomb. 

Who are the "you" to whom the 
promise is made? No man can count 
the thousands of the redeemed. John's 
Revelation envisaged the great multitude 
v/hich no man could number, of all 
nations and kindreds and people, who 
"cried with a loud voice, saying, Salva- 
tion to our God, which sitteth upon the 
thorne and unto the Lamb." 

The multitude grows daily. I have 
seen them coming into peace during this 
year of travel — Africans, Germans, 
British and Americans — everywhere I 



"Fear not!" The message of nearly 
two thousand years ago rings out 
joyously and revives hope in the 
human heart and breast. It is the 
message that should bring music to 
everv heart. It can be! It must 
be! 

The Star and 
the Song lead the way to the 
Saviour. Jesus came, says God's 
Word, in the fulness of time; at a 
time of great darkness and great 
need. So afresh the message comes 
to the world to-day. He comes when 
the world is tired, needy, and war- 
torn, seeking for peace and finding 
none. 

What the world needs is a Saviour! 
Let us, with all our might pro- 
claim the glad message of the Star, 
the Song, and the Saviour. A 
Saviour for sinners and for sin. 

As we glance at the world we are 
indeed happy in the great funda- 
mental truth that the Saviour is 
for all men. Ours is a universal 
salvation — for all men, everywhere; 
for when Christ was upon earth He 
received all kinds of sinners and 
still does in this our own day. 
Thank God He can save all who 
will come to Him through Christ. 
He saves from the uttermost to the 
utmost; what a Saviour! 

May many this Christmas season 
follow the Star, hear the Angel's 
Song in their hearts, and find th2 
Saviour to the joy of their souls. 

have gDne! For them, as for the thou- 
sands who have believed through the 
ministry of the faithful during 1948, this 
Christmas will be the happiest in their 
lives. 

That old man who stood with the 
fierce light beating upon his white head 
and tense face, and who slowly turned 
away from his misspent years, as though 
he were having to extricate himself from 
the grip of many hands which would 
have held him back; that young mother 
handing her bab'y to a bonneted compan- 
ion as she surrendered her tangled life 
to Christ; that accomplished writer who 
had slipped and suffered and sunk but 
who had at last gripped the rescuing 
outstretched hand of his Saviour — a 
happy Christmas to them indeed! 

And if for them, for you too! A 
Christmas of peace is promised if you 
will give yourself to Christ. 
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an; to-day born in a religious en- 
vironment, who are not .star-gazers. 
Thev would be astonished if they 
were called other than Christian. 
By birth, tradition, or other play of 
circumstances, they are near to the 
Kingdom. They tread the familiar 
road of association with Christ by 
name; a Chri.st of their own concep- 
tion; following a road of their own 



choosing. They follow the pursuit 
of success, self-expivs.-iinn, or self 
gratification, and the road is clearly 
indicated. There is little risk and 
no uncertainty as to what they seek, 
and where they expect ti • find it. 
Their feet are firmly planted on the 
ground, and visions, stars, and 
aimcls trouble them seldom or not 
at 'all. 

Are you one of these? If so, per- 
chance this Christmas season may 
he used of God to inspire you to lift 
your eyes above the earth, and 
above the near horizon which is the 
boundary of your little world. If 
>ou see' a star that is not of this 
world's origin, follow it, for it will 
lead you to Christ. 

And you who have long journeyed 
heavenward, bo not surprised, and 
still less disappointed if the star 
leads, you by strange roads and to a 
revelation of Gods purposes far 
removed from any of your precon- 
ceived ideas. 

Particularly is it essential to the 
peace of those who serve the Lord 



The Captain's Christmas Notice 
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nounccd just before Christinas that 
they would be going to the States 
for the week. "I've left a Christinas 
eako and a small pudding, and I've 
asked Mr. Hawkins to send you a 
ehieken on Christmas eve, so you'll 
be all right." said kindly Mrs. Rob- 
inson and Sadie had thanked her. Ah, 
how could Mrs. Robinson know that 
Christmas does not consist of the 
abundance of food only, but in hap- 
py laughter, shining eyes and cheery 
talk? She did not show her dis- 
appointment; it would not be fair 
to speil their holiday; they had 
done their best for her. 

"When Sadie saw the announce- 
ment, she too responded with a glad 
heart and, with much trepidation, 
rang up the officer's number. She 
too, received a cordial welcome, 
and a promise of a lift. 
* * * 

"Imagine! Only three lonely per- 
sons in the whole of B .... " ex- 
claimed the Captain on Christmas 
morning, ns he pulled on his over- 
shoes and wound his woolly scarf 
about his throat, for it was a real 
mid-winter's clay— a white Christ- 
mas in very truth. 

"Oh, I guess there are more in 
town," said his wife, who was seat- 
ed on the rug in front of the Christ- 
mas tree, helping her young son 
manipulate his toy train, "but no 
doubt some are too reserved to come 
out of their shells! Still, thank 
God for three. Let's give them a 
good time!" If rich, spicy smells 
and dazzling decorations are any- 
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thing to do with it, a "good time" 
was doubtless in store for the lone- 
ly trio! 

The Captain drove carefully along 
the snow-bound street, conning over 
the addresses of his three guests, 
and he found each one ready and 
waiting. Shy at first, by the time 
he landed them at the quarters they 
were talking together like brothers 
and sisters! 

How the old faces brightened 
when they were ushered into the 
living-room and saw the brilliant, 
tinselled tree, the rosy paper-chains 
and the gleaming holly. 

"It's years since I seen anythin' 
like it," muttered old John. Soon 
their wraps were hung up and they 
were seated in comfortable chairs, 
watching little Bruce as he put his 
toys through their pacings. Bruce 
was a little shy at first of these 
strange visitors, but he had a warm 
heart and, after a time, he ventured 
nearer to the three, and, obeying his 
mother's behest, passed round a 
bowl of nuts and fruits. 

The turkey was done to a turn; 
the peas were as tender as though 
they'd just come out of the garden; 
the potatoes were roasted to a gold- 
en brown, while the gravy was just 
right. 

After dinner, they rested and the 
Captain played Christmas carols on 
the radio-gram. At three, he sug- 
gested a ride in the car, and he took 
the grateful trio for a spin through 
the town, with its wreathed win- 



that they follow the Star of Heaven, 
the Holy Spirit, the Spirit of Truth, 
Divine guidance' of God to man, dis- 
cerning between the earth-born star 
and the Heaven-born; and accepting 
the guidance given. Other lights 
will be seen; other guides will ap- 
pear; other voices will he heard. 
Heed them not, for the fulfilment of 
the divine purpose awaits the obedi- 
ence of those who see the Star and 
follow it wherever it may lead. 



LORD OF LORDS 

(Continued from page 7) 
life abundant to the "whosoever 
will." His is the lowliness of true 
royalty! 

He chooses the paths that take 
Him over the common streets of the 
village and the dusty roads of the 
country. He ministers to the com- 
mon crowd. He expects neither tri- 
bute nor homage. He is the servant 
of His people. 

Why should he stop to touch the 
lame and put his fingers on the 
eyes of the blind? Why should He 
become homeless when other mem- 
bers of earth's royalty live in wealth 
and rule in splendor? Why should 
the Son of God be led to the wild- 
erness to be tempted? Why should 
He know hunger and pain and mis- 
understanding? 

There is only one reason: so that 
He could be not only the Son of 
God but the Son of Man; so that 
He could understand man's daily 
living, his temptations and weak- 
nesses, his trials and triumphs — so 
that He could, through His exam- 
ple, point the way to eternal life. 

Born this day is your King, my 
King, the world's true King— the 
only King with royal blood the 
world has ever known — Jesus of 
Nazareth— and yet as lowly as the 
beggars He healed. 

Glory and honor, dominion and 
power to our King of kings and 
Lord of lords— THE PRINCE OF 



clows and its signs of festivity. 

Supper was a triumph of con- 
trast. Instead of the heavy fare of 
noon, iceberg lettuce, tomatoes and 
mayonnaise were served. 

The Adjutant noticed how three 
faces fell when it came time to say 
goodbye, but he soon allayed the 
fears of the three lonely souls, by 
assuring them that the Army did 
not intend to make folk happy one 
one day of the year alone— it func- 
tioned right throughout and, now lie 
knew thom, he would keep in touch 
with them. 

Who will say that by banishing 
loneliness from three souls the cap- 
tain was not spreading the gospel 
of goodwill— the gospel sorely need- 
ed in the world to-day? 
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ANTICIPATION 

CHRISTMAS is largely a children's festival, for Chi 
self came to earth as a tiny, helpless Babe. Wht 
starry-eyed expectancy is witnessed on the morning of 
Natai Day, as the children behold the gifts, large or sm 
or adorned, that loving hands have prepared for their pli 
profit! Nevertheless, the Christ of Christmas said: "It 
blessed to give than to receive." Let us also think c 



Christ s 
[1, plain 
sure or 
is more 
others. 
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